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me —big and grave and kind, his plump face with the shiny spots on the cheek-bones fairly exuding sympathetic commiseration. He led me aside, he lowered his voice, he addressed me gently : —
" You stuck again, didn't you, Clara ? Too bad! too bad ! and of course you apprehend trouble with Daly ? I'm awfully sorry. Ten dollars is such a haul on one week's salary. But see here, I've got an idea that will help you out, if you care to listen to it."
I looked hard at him, but the wretch had a front of brass ; his benevolence was touching. I said eagerly: " Yes, I do care indeed to listen. What is the idea ? "
He beamed with affectionate interest, as he said impressively, " Well, now you know that a bad 'stick' generally costs five dollars in this theatre?0
*' Yes," I groaned.
"And you stuck awfully last night?"
"Yes," I admitted.
''Then   to-night   you   go  and  repeat   the
